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Section A 
I. “Stylistics is an adventure of discovery for both the critic and the 
linguist” (Leech & Short, 1981) 
Discuss the above statement using specific examples from any of the 
poems that we have analysed in class. 
[I 00 marks] 
2. Distinguish different types of schemes (i.e. alliteration and anaphora) in 
the following poem, with special attention to verbal repetitions. How 
does Lawrence use them to convey the meanings in this poem? 
Snake 
He lifted his head from his drinking, as cattle do, 
And looked at me vaguely, as drinking cattle do, 
And flickered his two-forked tongue from his lips, and mused a 
moment, 
And stooped and drank a little more, 
Being earth-brown, earth-golden from the burning bowels of the earth 
On the day of Sicilian July, with Etna smoking. 
The voice of my education said to me 
He must be killed, 
For in Sicily the black, black snakes are innocent, the gold are 
venomous. 
And voices in me said, If you were a man 
You would take a stick and break him now, and finish him off. 
But I must confess how I liked him, 
How glad I was he had come like a guest in quiet, to drink at my water- 
trough 
And depart peaceful, pacified, thankless, 
Into the burning bowels of this earth. 
Was it cowardice, that I dared not kill him? 
Was it perversity, that I longed to talk to him? 
Was it humility, to feel so honoured? 
I felt so honoured. 
(D.H. Lawrence, 1885-1 930) 
[I 00 marks] 
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3. 
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How does Emily Dickinson use paradox to convey the idea of life, 
death, heaven and hell in the following poem? 
My Life Closed Twice 
My life closed twice before its close; 
It yet remains to see 
If Immortality unveil 
A third event to me, 
So huge, so hopeless to conceive, 
And these that twice befell. 
Parting is all we know of heaven, 
And all we need of hell. 
Emily Dickinson (1 830-1 886) 
[I00 marks] 
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Section B 
4. Write a critical commentary on the tone and attitude that are used in 
the narrative of the following text, paying particular attention to 
adjectives, adverbs and figures of speech. What effects do they help to 
create? 
‘I don’t suppose any of you had ever heard of Patusan?’ Marlow 
resumed, after a silence occupied in the careful lighting of a cigar. ‘It 
does not matter; there’s many a heavenly body in the lot crowding 
upon us of a night that mankind had never heard of, it being outside the 
sphere of its activities and of no earthly importance to anybody but to 
the astronomers who are paid to talk learnedly about its composition, 
weight, path-the irregularities of its conduct, the aberrations of its 
light-a sort of scientific scandal-mongering. Thus with Patusan. It was 
referred to knowingly in the inner government circles in Batavia, 
especially as to its irregularities and aberrations, and it was known by 
name to some few, very few, in the mercantile world. Nobody, 
however, had been there, and I suspect no one desired to go there in 
person, just as an astronomer, I should fancy, would strongly object to 
being transported into a distant heavenly body, where, parted from his 
earthly emoluments, he would be bewildered by the view of an 
unfamiliar heaven. However, neither heavenly bodies nor astronomers 
have anything to do with Patusan. It was Jim who went there. I only 
meant you to understand the magnitude the change could not have 
been greater. He left his earthly failings behind him and that sort of 
reputation he had, and there was a totally new set of conditions for his 
imaginative faculty to work upon. Entirely new, entirely remarkable. 
And he got hold of them in a remarkable way. 
Joseph Conrad (1 900) - Lord Jim 
[I 00 marks] 
5. Examine the points of view being used in the following text and discuss 
the reasons why the writer makes use of them. 
‘Yes, that‘s it!” he said to himself. “One need only assist nature, that‘s 
all.” He remembered his medicine, rose, took it, and lay down on his 
back watching for the beneficent action and for it to lessen the pain. “I 
need only take it regularly and avoid all injurious influences. I am 
already feeling better, much better.” He began touching his side: it was 
not painful to the touch. ”There, I really don’t feel it. It‘s much better 
already.” He put out the light and turned on his side ... The appendix is 
getting better, absorption is occurring.” Suddenly he felt the old familiar, 
dull, gnawing pain, stubborn and serious. There was the same 
loathsome taste in his mouth. “Again, again! And it will never cease.” 
. . .51- 
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And suddenly the matter presented itself in a quite different aspect. 
“Vermiform appendix! Kidney!” he said to himself. “It’s not a question of 
appendix or kidney, but of life and ... death. Yes, life was there and now 
is going, going and I cannot stop it. Yes. Why deceive myself? Isn’t it 
obvious to everyone but me that I’m dying, and that it‘s only a question 
of weeks, days ... it may happen this moment. There was light and now 
there is darkness. I was here and now I’m going there! Where?” A chill 
came over him, his breathing ceased, and he felt only the throbbing of 
his heart. 
“When I am not, what will there be? There will be nothing. Then 
where shall I be when I am no more? Can this be dying? No, I don’t 
want to!” He jumped up and tried to light the candle, felt for it with 
trembling hands, dropped the candle and the candlestick on the floor, 
and fell back to his pillow. 
“What‘s the use? It makes no difference,” he said to himself, 
staring with wide-open eyes into the darkness. “Death. Yes, death. And 
none of them know or wish to know it, and they have no pity for me. 
Now they are playing.”(He heard through the door the distant sound of 
a song and its accompaniment.) “It‘s all the same to them, but they will 
die too! Fools! I first, and they later, but it will be the same for them. 
And now they are merry.. .the beasts!” 
Anger choked him and he was agonizingly, unbearably, 
miserable. “It is impossible that all men have been doomed to suffer 
this awful horror!” He raised himself. 
“Something must be wrong. I must calm myself-must think it 
over from the beginning.” And he began thinking. “Yes, the beginning 
of my illness: I knocked my side, but I was quite well that day and the 
next. It hurt a little, then rather more. I saw the doctor, then followed 
despondency and anguish, more doctors, and I drew nearer to the 
abyss. My strength grew less and I kept coming nearer and nearer, and 
now I have wasted away and there is no light in my eyes. I think of the 
appendix-but this is death! I think of mending the appendix, and all 
the while here is death! Can it really be death?” Again terror seized him 
and he gasped for breath. He leant down and began feeling for the 
matches, pressing with his elbow on with it, pressed on it still harder, 
and upset it. Breathless and in despair he fell on his back, expecting 
death to come immediately. 
Leo Tolstoy (1886) -- “The Death of lvan Ilych.” 
[I 00 marks] 
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6. Discuss the effectiveness of the use of imagery and metaphor in 
revealing on female emancipation in the following text. 
Despondency had come upon her there in the wakeful night, and had 
never lifted. There was no one thing in the world that she desired. 
There was no human being whom she wanted near her except Robert; 
and she even realized that the day would come when he, too, and the 
thought of him would melt out of her existence, leaving her alone. The 
children appeared before her like antagonists who had overcome her, 
who had overpowered and sought to drag her into the soul’s slavery for 
the rest of her days. But she knew a way to elude them. She was not 
thinking of these things when she walked down to the beach. 
The water of the Gulf stretched out before her, gleaming with the 
million lights of the sun. The voice of the sea is seductive, never 
ceasing, whispering, clamoring, murmuring, inviting the soul to wander 
in abysses of solitude. All along the white beach, up and down, there 
was no living thing in sight. A bird with a broken wing was beating the 
air above, reeling, fluttering, circling disabled down, down to the water. 
Edna had found her old bathing suit still hanging, faded, upon its 
accustomed peg. 
She put it on, leaving her clothing in the bathhouse. But when she was 
there beside the sea, absolutely alone, she cast the unpleasant, 
pricking garments from her, and for the first time in her life she stood 
naked in the open air, at the mercy of the sun, the breeze that beat 
upon her, and the waves that invited her. 
How strange and awful it seemed to stand naked under the sky! How 
delicious! She felt like some new-born creature, opening its eyes in a 
familiar world that it had never known. 
The foamy wavelets curled up to her white feet, and coiled like 
serpents about her ankles. She walked out. The water was chill, but 
she walked on. The water was deep, but she lifted her white body and 
reached out with a long, sweeping stroke. The touch of the sea is 
sensuous, enfolding the body in its soft, close embrace. 
She went on and on. She remembered the night she swam far out, and 
recalled the terror that seized her at the fear of being unable to regain 
the shore. She did not look back now, but went on and on, thinking of 
the bluegrass meadow that she traversed when a little child, believing 
that it had no beginning and no end. 
Her arms and legs were growing tired. 
.. .7l- 
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She thought of Leonce and the children. They were part of her life. But 
they need not have thought that they could possess her, body and 
soul. How Mademoiselle Reisz would have laughed, perhaps sneered, 
if she knew!" And you call yourself an artist! What pretentions, 
Madame! The artist must possess the courageous soul that dares and 
defies." 
Exhaustion was pressing upon and overpowering her. 
"Good-by -because I love you." He did not know; he did not 
understand. He would never understand. Perhaps Doctor Mandelet 
would have understood if she had seen him-but it was too late; the 
shore was far behind her, and her strength was gone. 
She looked into the distance, and the old terror flamed up for an 
instant, then sank again. Edna heard her father's voice and her sister 
Margaret's. She heard the 
barking of an old dog that was chained to the sycamore tree. The spurs 
of the cavalry officer clanged as he walked across the porch. There 
was the hum of bees, and the musky odor of pinks filled the air. 
Kate Chopin (1 899) - The Awakening. 
[I 00 marks] 
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